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RlMSTONH fJl'I.ClI awoke to
the Mini g after a lmnl nnd
vigorous winter The ra:np hid
been cut of from the world for
fcur lonri ilreary months liven
the stage ute to IJurango had

been snowed under- anost of the time,
though Nicl Whltlr., tl driver, lnd man-

ages! to get through oil-m- i average of once,

a wiel.
The mine's lml liudlleiWin their cheer!'"--'

cabins a'ld oieithiicil in Tob Bnin-dage- 'e

saloon. Mustv '.'mn D.ilton'- oM

cracked fiddle li.it1 scrapcf and goured for
their cnterl liiumitt. aim 0111 e a month
Sandv. lVie had .given a blow -- out at his
dancehouse

In tint imrow. rfoomvtgu'cli. shut round
by the eterra! rauoart of snou-covir-

mountains, they haC managed to live that
was all.

"Kt a man has a hanker.n' arter min-

ing." raid Mur'.j- - Ton-- , the oracle of the
camp. he'd better so plumb tir hell and
hcv done with it. Leastwise, in bell e kin
liev .1 toft warm corner in winter, but In a.
camp je l.ln free7e an' be !amned."

There had been no oicrtonient in the
gulch since that memurnbl. Thnstmas Da.
when Montirilon. the biggest dare-dei.- il on

the ranse. had found his wife and child
and become reconciled to the former. He--

had jtoiie back liist with his funilv. hut ;

had lallhfulli promised he would
return In the spring

Til come about Bastcr." he lnd said.
Kastet? V.'hcn's tint?" Musty Tom lad j

crow led; "that's another name for Decora- - i

tion Day, ain't it?" 1

"Eastcr?" said Monte Jim. Idly flipping-th-

cards on the table before, him, "Ulster,
jou locoed old Imbecile. Is when our Lord,

lose from the dead"
Musty Tom turned and looked'the gambler

ocr from head to foot, eoldlj, calculating-
ly, contemptuous. "Your Lord!" he ejacu-

lated. "Huh1." then spat with surprising ac-

curacy In the depths of the glowing lire
in Tobj's saloon.

Now. as the first faint breath of Spiing
stirred the solemn pines In the canjon, as.

tho Ice melted on the mountains and
came plunging into the valley, as

here and there a iolet peeped through the
tnow, the bojs began to talk about the re-

turn of Montandon.
"Damned If 1 don't hug the scamp." said

Musty Tom. "Thar never was a fellar in this
here camp that I took sech a likln' to. He
was the leal thing. Handsome an' grand
as a picter, 'fraid of nothin'. dead shot, an"

Lord! the waj he could punish whisky. I
wonder cf he'll bring- his tamil along?"

1 hqre he'll bring the Utile feller." said
Toby, industriously poll-hln- g his array ot
S.it.ses "1 neer see no nicer, sweeter little
chap In my life. An' the wa he stood up

thar the nlsht Montandon found him
in the wilderness an" sung that

thar Christmas hran, wh, 1 ncer neered
nuthin' liko It. He even made Jess Bowen
cry an' "

"Well, well," Interrupted Monte Jim tes-

tily, "why shouldn't Jess Bowen crj if she
wranted? Ma) be if sou were a dancehouse
girl and a slae to such an infernal scoun-
drel as Sandj Pete jou'd cry."

Toby came out from behind the counter
and stood with his hands on his hips re-

garding Monte Jim seriously. "Thar hain't
nuthin' the matter with je. Is thar, Jim?"
he inquired solicitously. "Ye hain't feer-ls-h

nor nuthin", ate je?"
"No, snapped Monte Jim. "There's noth-

ing the matter with me, only that I grieve--

am obllced to spend my entire life ?round
a lot or blooming cattle," and snatching hits
broad-brimme- d, slouch hat rrom its peg,
the gambler walked moodily 'out of the sa-

loon and up toward the trail leading alons
the rock-boun- d wall of the canyon.

Toby watched the tall figure until it was
lost in tho'fo'rjst. Then, thbughtfullv. and
Eerlosuly ejaculating: "Well, I'll bo

damned!" retnrned to washing his bottles.
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Monte Jim stalked gloomily alone tne
trail. It wound on and nboe the pnnjon.
ThiouKli the pines and cedars he caught
glimpse of the valley below throus'i which
the swollen river rushed nudlv nloii-r- .

Something what was li? stirred In the
soul of tills man. with the face as Impas.lvc
an the mountains about him. He recilled
man scenes of his stra-ig- e and varied life
The roaring of the river down there below
the pines brought back the sound of 10

stream tint l.in undi r the windows of .1

farmhouse awav in the Mow hank Valle." m
York ?t.ite The agate 3 gleiming cnlillv
under the flipping brim of hi lint nirrow-- d

with reminiset necs. Once he .stopped, took
off his hit and looked up to the grav skv
It could not be that Monte .11m t'lni'ght of
a prav er taught him Ions "ago bv bis dead
menhir" Who shall sav what "motions
lurked behind that ma klll;o counten.inee?

After he had .alked a mile or so Monte
Jim had recoveied his iqtianlmitj an.
sauntered Lack to the camp n coldly Im
perturbable and insolintlv defiant as eer.

As be came down the trail he suddenly
paused His ear h id cms lit a strai.j;e
noise He listened. It was the sound of
w i e pins.

Monte Jim hesitated a moment, tl en.
turning qulild. to the left of the pith,
entered the forest. A few steps brought
him In sight of a llguio seated on a fa.len
lop. A woman, wrapped In a shabby old
grav cloak. rlmtrid with tawdry fur, was
sobbing bitterl. her face in her hands.

Monte Jim welt forward and touched her
on the shoulder. She smarted up and faced,,. jt was Jess Bowen. the dancehouse,

iri uer faCe was discolored from weep- -

ing. and there was. a deep purple bruise
on her cheek. Her thin, wretchedly blon-dln-

hair was tinghd and unkempt. Her
hands were red from the cold. She was
nn thine but prepossessing, and .vet there
was a forlorn pathos about tho shrinking
fisure and bruised, tecr-statn- face that
provoked svidpathv.

"Oh. it's j on. Is it, Jim?" she said. "I
thought for a second it was Pete."

"Did he give you that check?" asked
Monte Jim.

The girl nodded, and then sinking down
on the log. burst again into bitter sobs, "O,

Jim." phe cried. "I wish I were dead; If I

had the courage I'd jump off into the
liver."

Monte Jim made no answer. He stood
regirding Jess attentiv ely.

"I"m ick of It all." slit moaned, "sick ot
my horrible self, my horrible life. O, Jim,
I don't know wliat It is, but something
mabe It's the spring and the soft

has stirred the decent part of,

me. I've been thinking, too, of old days
my old home my mothei ' her head sank
upon her knees and die groaned aloJd.

Something touched her lightly on the head
what was it? A kJndlv hand? There was

a whisper or was sho dreaming? "Poor
Sirl!" It said.

She looked up. She was alone. Monte
Jim had vanished as suddenly and com-

pletely as if the earth had opened and
swallowed him.

Sandy Pete was storming and cursing
about the dancehouse door, when a shadow-fel-l

betwven him and the cold spring sun.
"Get out of my way, damn e!" he snarled.
The next Instant he was ljlng flat on his
back and a shining Derringer was thrust in
his face. He screamed with terror.

"Be thankful I don't Kill you, you cur!"
said Monte Jim, quietly. "II you ever touch
that girl, Jes, again, I will. Remember
that!" Then he quietly pooketed his pistol
and strolleC awav toward Toby's.

There was great excitement In that re-

sort. rIcK hull Just come In from, lura.n7o.
Ho had seen Montandon there, who had
sent word that he would be at the camp In

a day or so. "He's got his wife. and hoy
and a tall, handsome young lady a num-
ber one with him, and they're to
open up Jerry Vancouver's house up on the
hill and stop here most all summer," an-

nounced Nick.
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The excitement this bulletin aroused was
onlv- - discounted by the arrival of the Mon-tando-

the follow Irg week.
Mnnt union's personality was so pictur-

esque and magnetic and the stoiy of his
finding the voting v Ife with whom he U

in bis bone moon on a ranch mar
Brimstone (Illicit, so romantic, tint every
man. woman, ililld mil dog in the camp
turned out to welcome them.

Mrs. Montandon' beauty won tho hearts
of all and the child whom his fitber had
rescued wandering and lost In the wilder-
ness and who bad In him to the mother,
completed the lonquest of the heirts of the
rough miners. i:very man vied with his
fellows to do something for the newcomers.
tM) when a few das later the news Hew
through the camp that Mr. Montmdon had
been to Smdy l'ete anil asked permission
to have Hisr services held In the dance
hall, no one was surptlsed to hear tint
that reprobate had eagerly aspeutod to her
plm.

"I wish." Tohv Brundage confided to a
few of Ills cionie, "I wish she had oome to
me. If thet thar beautiful angel had asked
me to split mi the siloon Into Kindllnn'ood
fer her kitchen .stove, I should have Hiked
risht inter it an' ou fell-r- s would hev ben
short fer pl7.n this spring."

"She's agoir' ter hcv Miss Vancouver's
piino toted down ter the mull," staled
Musty Tom. "an' thet tint oung 1 H who
come along with 'em is agom' ter sing
hvmiis"

"Tint ain't all." slid Nick, "she's sent up
ter Denver fir a lot of roses an' what-no- t,

an' tin .v 're :moln to make thet thai ctis.ed
old sink of iniquity bloom like a damned
flowerpot."

Buniors stieh as these kept the interest
of the camp at fever pitch, and whin
Kasttr Siindiv linallv dawned evirv nun
in Brimstone (Jul. li wah"d his face donnnl
a clean shirt and hastened to SinJy Pile's
dancehouse.

, The rou-t- wooden building wa.s trans-
formed. The walls were hidden with hem-

lock and pine boughs Hopes of ecrgieeus
swung from the lafters. At one end of the
long room a htue cross of roes and lilies
was nailed high up against the wall. Just
beneath It stood the piano. Its top lltirilly
covered with spiajs of huge white waxen
lilies.

The services were simple and brief Mon-

tandon himself (wonder of wonders') read
a chapter from the Bible describing the
resurrection. Mrs. Montandon pla''d and
her joung friend and guest sang. The su-

perb contralto voice rolkd through the hall
In a glorious mclod-.- .

"Ho was wounded for our transgicssions.
He was bruised for our Iniquities," rauj
out the rich tone--

Miners. iowbos and ranchmen leaned
eagerly forward to catch every word of
that wondrous chant.

"The chastisement of our sins was upon
him. By hib stripes are we healed."

A big lump suddenly come In Monte Jim's
throat. Ho pulled at his red neckerchief
to give himself relief. As he did so, his
glance fell upon Jess Bowen. whose ejes
were riveted on the fair oung singer. The
girl was pale with suppressed emotion Hei
ejes were brimming with unshed tears. As
he looked, they overflowed and ran llko

"1 think I only tave Boyd one order.
Don't let him escape' I said. I can re-

member how he smiled at mo when he
said he would not. It wasn't a pleasant
smile, cither, says Cj-ru-s Townsend In Har-
per's Magazine.

"Well, we got back late In tho after-
noon, and found everything safo at the
spring. Wo thought we heard. a couple of
shots back In the canon after we left Boj-d- ,

but we were not sure. That evening Boj-- d

and the other man came In alone.
" 'Whore's the Apache?' I asked, sternly,

as he reported to me.
" 'He escaped, sir,' answered the Ser-

geant, calmly. He seemed strangely calm.
" 'Escaped!' I cried. ' ,
" Tes, sir,' he replied, looking hard at

me. 'He won't trouble you again, sir,' ho
added, after a pause.

" 'Oh,' I said; I'very weU.'
"Boyd turned and walRed away, and I

(00$$4IIrain down tho thin faco lnggird with suf-firl-

and stamped v Itli dissipation. "For
he was wounded for our sins." tho volca
soaied heavenwaid jabilmilj tilumphant-ly- .

"Ho was bruised for our Iniquities.
By Ills strifes are we lie liul "

Suddenly the ives of the gambler and
those of the diiieehnuo girl met. Tor an
Instant the real man and the leal womm
looked out fiom tlieli masks of flesh. Their
.spirits unionqiicr.ible, deathless, imperish-
able, silently communed. Their souls met.

As the rare, sweet oIie which had so
strangely svvajed that motley crowd
throbbed away into silence, Mrs. Montan-
don beiltoned her little son to her Mdp, aul
tilling I1I3 aims Willi tin long spiajs ot
svveit white lilies, bade him give a itaik
to each one present. The child, lookln'
like a little angel, ran hither and thither
bestowing smllfs and Mowers upon all.
Hands that h id toiled at the pick, or
lassoed the wild cattle on the plains,
closed eagi rly ovir the lilies, heavj with
fragrance and sjmbolie uf the must stu-
pendous event In the world's history.

Monte Jim took his almost timidly and
carefully wrapped his handkerchief aLout
the st ilk, list the eontait of his hand
should wither the nsltlve stem. Jess
Bowen sobbed behind hirs, and fitrtivel
kissed the w.imu petals. It ,vas long sino
the poor wicrk of worn inhood li id touched
anj thing so undented.

At stiuoet Monte Jim climbed the trail
again, llo can lid bis spiay of Hister lilies,
still careful! v wrapped ill his liindkcrchlcf.
The snow-cla- d mountains were changing in
tlio after-glo- to a roseate null nice. Tho
air was Inlmy, and tinted of the warm,
soft, diovvsj summer divs to come. Th
pines and cuius were whispering mvste-rloii'l- y

to each other The river ang far
below in the iltpths of the o moil

Monto Jim found liimsilf trjiug to hum
tlie hj mn lie hid heard tint morning lie
could not quite recall the music. Lut the
words wire binned in his soul. "Tor oiir
transiesslons," he said ovir and over to
himself.

As he climbed upward, his face tovvird
the heights, he came upon ,i woman sitting
alone, her head upon her hand, her ees
downcast. At hei feet la a sprav of
withered lilies, soiled and earth stalnel,
just as she li id dropped them. It was Jes
Bow m.

Monte Jim hesitated as he luoked at the
solitarj (Iguro with the wretch1 d fae and"
heavy, swollen eves Thin suddenlv an
heroic resolve dominated and pervaded the
man. lie went to hei, and taking hei hand,
drew- - her to her fiet.

"Je'ssic1" he said.
The girl stnrted violently. TIow mioy

yea is had passed since any' one had eille 1

her thai. Shu stared at tho gambler with
almost frightened eyes.

"MessU.," ie said again, " 'et's you and I
take n fresli deal. The game hasn't been
a "traight one for cither of us, and luik's
been dead against us. Xow, what do jou
pay? Si ppose we take a clean pack and
a fresh deal take it together Jessie."

"Whit do jou mean. Jim?" tho girl
breathed, rather than spoke.

"I mean, Jessie, to ask you to quit jour

noi of'
learned afterward that he had given the
Indian the other man's rifle, because he
could not kill even a wounded Apache in
cold blood, and at a distance of ten paces
had exchanged shots with him. The
Apache's bullet went wild, but Boj-d'- s aim
was truer. They left the Apache In the
canon with the top of his head blown off.
He had nothing to complain of. He had
been shot like a gentleman and bj one. It
was rank disobedience and everything else
on Bojd's part."

"What did do' to hlm7" asked tho
Bishop.

"Nothing nothing at all. I never report-
ed it or mentioned the subject again. Bojd
was a changed man from that hour. A few
dajs after Law ton's command came along,
and I let Boj'd go with them, he begged so,
and Lawton wa3 willing. He loved men,
and Boyd was a man. So that Is the wa'y
he became a cavalrj man. Not even Law- -
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'MDI, HE SAID. HEAKTILY,

life and help me to quit mine. I mean to
ask jou to marrj- - me."

The girl cried out sharply and burled her
face In her hands.

"Jim. Jim." she panted, "what are you
thinking of? You're wild. Think what I
am. I'm not fit I'm not fit."

"As for that, no more am I," said tho

s

ton himself pursued those Apaches with
more prim determination and relentless en-
ergy than that Sergeant of Infantrj-- . He
was in at the round-u- p with his new com-

mander. That Is the end of the story, gen-

tlemen."
The General finally broke the silence.
"Well, Harmar," he said, "as you re-

marked, it was disobedience of orders and
all that, and the man should have been
court-martiale- Yes, certninly"

There was another pause, while ws wait-
ed, breathlessly.

"By tho way, Mr. Price." he continued,
turning to the Adjutant. "Tho death of
Vance leaves his position vacant. Will you
make out an order morning ap-

pointing Sergeant Boyd Sergeant Major of
tho Twelfth Cavalry?"

The Bishop rose from his seat, stepped
across the porch to the General, and sol-

emnly wrung him by the hand.
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LET aIE CONGRATULATE YOU

Cambler. "You're, no worse than I Bin,
I reckon, Jessie, that in tho sight ot God
we're about iqual."

The girl fell on her knees beforo him.
Sho clung to his long, slim hands and
kissed them In a frenzj- - of tears and grati-
tude. The gambler gentlj- - raised her from
her abject position and drew her to hid
breast.

They came down tho trail together with
solemn, pinceful faces, her hand upon hl9
arm. his ppray of fresh, unstained HIie3
pinned in her dress.

With a chivalrous and protecting air,
Monto Jlnf escorted her straight to the
door of Tobj"'s saloon. Where all their little
world was congregated, he led her.

"B013.'1 he Slid, quietly, "I want you nil
to know that I am going to marry Jessio

In Durango."
There was a siterce like tfiat of the grave

WRITTEN roil THE SUNDAY REPUBLIC.
George II. Phillips of Chicago, who not

long ago won the title of "corn Icing." by
his unusual operations on the Board of
Trade, Is tho onlj- - man who has succeeded
In gaining such royaltj without traversing
a path strewn with the wrecks) of tho for-
tunes of less successful men. It Is his pride
that, though he cleared hundreds of thou-
sands of dollars bj-- his deal In corn, ho did
not do so through the ruin ot any man.

Mr. Phillips Is a young man of Individu-
ality. The thirty-tw- o jears of his life have
been spent in and about grain operations.

Ho watched one big firm trj-- to corner
corn end fall. He believed he saw the ecret
of their nonuccess. Talks with hU friends
convinced them he was right, but this did
not bring him tho necessary capital.

Finally, he determined to do what he

H.

AND YOU, TOO, MISS
A
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YOVNG GEORGE PHILLIPS, CORN KING.
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BOWEN'
for an Instant, broken by a burst of harsti.
ribald laughter from Sandy Pete.

"Marry!" he screamed. "Why you,'
But he got no further, for Montandon

the big, magnificent fellow, with one dex-

terous sweep of his hand, slapped him full
on the mouth. Then, as the dancehousa-keep- er

slunk awaj- - like a whipped doy, the.
rich young ranchman went forward and
took Monte Jim's hand.

"Jim," ho said, heartily, "let me congrat
ulate And you, too. Miss Bowen.'

The girl trembled and shrank as ha ex
tended his hand, but he took hers
pressed It cordially.

"And now," ho said, raising his vole
that everj" gaping, staring member of
crowd could hear him, "I want you 'Data
to come up to my house with me. Z want
) ou to know my wife and child."

(Copyright, Tapper Syndicate, 3S0O.) J

could with the money he bad, and. If that
did not prove sufficient, to Interest ofno
one who could give the necessary aid. JBs
began operations quietly, and for some tl ma
no one grasped the meaning" of his actio Q.

Then the larger operators looked for th
cause of short conditions, end dlscore rad
Mr. Phillips. They went after him, i rod
tried In every way possible to "ma I lim
out." Mr. Phillips did not run. InsteaT
l.iuuceu an oiu, iriena witn plenty ox
to aid him, and eventually secured
mand of almost unlimited capital.

As a result, he ran the operators
had descended upon him. helped
dealers so they did not lose and foi
clique to pay him handsomely. Whi
profits of tho deal were counted. Mr.
lips found himself $200,000 richer tha:
fore be started in to make a rei
corn.
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